BELISARIUS                                                    ACT i

A swollen nose or two ; you'll risk our lives
To lead this riff-raff!

BBLISARIUS.                          There's my veteran guard

I can depend on.    Go, Demetrius;
We start this afternoon.

DEMETRIUS.                               I cannot come ;

I have a fever on me; I am sick.

ANASTASIUS. Ay, sick of fear, you coward.

BELISARIUS.                                              Let him be.

Go home, Demetrius, and lie in bed
With this same fever of yours, but if you show
Your face upon the street ere I return,
I'll have you scourged.

DEMETRIUS.                             But I am sick------

BELISARIUS (turning Ms back).                                    No more :

I will not hear you ! get you home to bed;

[DEMETRIUS slinks out hurriedly*
Now, John, is It your pillow, or your saddle ?
One or the other, by the God of truth!

JOHN. I'll come with you, my lord.

BELISARIUS.                                    That's so far well.

Make proclamation through the streets at once,
That all those who are fit to carry arms
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